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Purely Physical 


Author's Notes: 

Hil If anyone is here that still remembers me from a couple years ago, welcome back and thanks for reading 
my first fic in a long time! To anyone who's new, welcome, hope you enjoy my writing! Its good to be back. 
This is just a quick piece, but it's Duzzy (of course), and I'm hoping it'll lead to me writing and posting more 
regularly again! As a sidenote, it feels like there's a lot more Duzzy on here than there used to be and that 
makes me so happy! Anyway, enjoy! 


A kiss here, a touch there. A delightful shiver going down my spine. 

A moan here, a grunt there. Waves of uncontrollable pleasure rocking through every part of my body. 

A fiery love burning inside of me. But | can never speak of it, because | know he doesn't feel the same. He 
doesn't now and he never will. He made that painfully clear right from the start. That beautiful, beautiful 
start.. 


That night on the tour bus when everyone else was out at a bar and it was just the two of us, fairly 


intoxicated, and | accidentally let slip what | wanted to do to him. The way he responded positively, to my 


complete surprise, after | was mortified at my impromptu, unplanned confession. 
And so it began. 


What | didn't know then was that what had started as pure lust was going to develop into so much more. 
Feelings so strong | myself can't even put a name to them. | just know they're more than I've ever felt before, 
and | find myself constantly drawn to the beautiful, mysterious man that is Izzy Stradlin, pining after him in all 


his impervious unattainability. 


| guess I'm just destined to never be happy with what | have. It's so like me to want something more when 
things are already so great. But he said it that night and he hasn't changed his mind, | can see it in his eyes 
every time we're hooking up. They're emotionless. They don't care. I'm a toy, thats all. A toy with feelings he's 
unknowingly crushing. 


"This is purely physical, Duff, okay? We're both physically attracted to each other. That's all. It can't turn into 


more. | won't let it.” 


| shouldn't have agreed. | should have known this was what it would lead to, | know myself. But | was so 
overcome with excitement and lust that | simply agreed. And now I've gotten myself into this stupid mess. 


Why am | so naive? 


A kiss here, a touch there. A moan here, a grunt there. Desire. Torment. Pleasure. Pain. Each hollow orgasm 


like a punch in the gut. 
| love him. He's horny. No more, no less. And | just need to live with it. 


I've been told l'm a "trap"; | remember it vividly, the girl | was fucking at the time (faces and names all kinda 
blur together after a while, at least faces and names that aren't Izzy's) yelling at me in desperate frustration 
when | refused to commit to anything that wasn't just sex, hating the way | could look at her without any 
semblance of affection in my eyes, hating the way | had her trapped in my web, to the point where she 
couldn't get away from me and yet | didn't really want her at all. Maybe | shouldn't have been so dismissive of 


her complaints. 


A quick glance over at Izzy upon feeling movement in the bed confirms my already sneaking suspicion that he's 
getting dressed and ready to leave, as he usually does after we have sex. It has never been any different, and 
still | hate myself for the way it has started to stab me right through the middle and make my insides - no, 
scratch that - my whole body ache when | see him do it. | want so badly for him to stay, but more than that 
| want to be able to cut myself loose from him, to break out of this agonizing hold he has on my emotions and 
find someone else to fuck, someone who won't cause me to feel like I'm crumbling apart a little more inside 
every time. But | don't know how to get away. Something about the rhythm guitarist is so mesmerizing, so 
enthralling.. and the energy that radiates off him and into me feels so palpable that at times | cannot believe 


he doesn't reciprocate my love, doesn't feel it himself. 
But he doesn't. And it sucks. 


Maybe this is some kind of retribution for the way I've acted towards others in the past, | don't know, all | 
know is that there aren't many sensations that sting deeper, more acutely than being so close to what you 


want all the time.. and not getting it. At least not entirely. 


Nights with Izzy are carnal. They are hot breath on the skin of the other, sweaty writhing bodies in 
synchronization as perfect as our instruments when we play together onstage; nights with Izzy are a pulsating 
crescendo of the physical, they're an ever-growing tingling, squirming desire, they're a tantalizing blend of 
pleasure and pain and incoherent moans and words scattered around carelessly, easily, wickedly. Just never the 


ones | want to hear. 


Nights with Izzy have me paralyzed in their unrelenting grip, each taste of him only leaving me craving (no, 
needing) more, like a dying man in the desert stumbling across a fountain of water that quickly becomes too 
much for him, because suddenly he is unable to cease drinking from it and feels as though he may explode. 


Izzy will never fully want me, but he won't let me go. 


l'm a trap. He's worse. And everything hurts. 


